little, an extensive view. Only for a little. Plans were out
for the erection of flats in Magnolia Road also. And again
a few years, and all the flats in either road might be pulled
down, and new buildings, of a vastness at present un-
imaginable, might arise where they had fallen.
'Evening, Mr Bast.'
* Evening, Mr Cunningham.9
'Very serious thing this decline of the birth-rate in Man-
chester.5
* I beg your pardon ?'
'Very serious-thing this decline of the birth-rate in Man-
chester/ repeated Mr Cunningham, tapping the Sunday
paper, in which the calamity in question had just been
announced to him.
'Ah, yes,' said Leonard, who was not going to let on that
he had not bought a Sunday paper.
-'If this kind of thing goes on the population of England
will be stationary in 1960.'
c You don't say so/
'I call it a very serious thing, eh?'
'Good evening, Mr Cunningham.'
'Good evening, Mr Bast.'
Then Leonard entered Block B of the flats, and turned,
not upstairs, but down, into what is known to house agents
as a semi-basement, and to other men as a cellar. He opened
the door and cried 'Hullo' with the pseudo-geniality of the
Cockney. There was no reply. 'Hullo!5 he repeated. The
sitting-room was empty, though the electric light had been
left burning. A look of relief came over his face, and he
flung himself into the arm-chair.
The sitting-room contained, besides the arm-chair, two
other chairs, a piano, a three-legged table, and a cosy
corner. Of the walls, one was occupied by the window, the
other by a draped mantelshelf bristling with Cupids. Oppo-
site the window was the door, and beside the door a book-
case, while over the piano there extended one of the master-
pieces of Maud Goodman. It was an amorous and not
unpleasant little hole when the curtains were drawn, and
the lights turned on, and the gas-stove unlit. But it struck
46